THE RUSSIANS

seen it reflects a brilliant and beautiful light. It is not something
about which one can dogmatize. There is no right way of freedom,
no wrong way.

The ultimate freedom is the right of the people to lead their own
lives. It is that at which the democracies of the West aim. It is no
less the goal of Soviet planning and Soviet ideology. The tradition of
Russia is not the tradition of the West, nor is the latter the tradition
of the East. Russia stands Janus-like looking in two directions.
To-day, more Janus-like than ever, she stands at the junction of a
new age and an old one.

The centre of Russia swayed between Kiev and Novgorod. It
shifted to Moscow. It moved on to Petersburg. It has returned to
Moscow. And that is significant and symbolic. For Moscow was the
capital in which Russia found herself, in which her true nationhood
was born. It was the city from which she threw off the domination of
the East. In Petersburg she tried to forget the East and become
wholly Western. She forgot her past and her destiny. Moscow stands
at the centre of Russia proper, neither exclusively East nor exclu-
sively West. It indicates the true role of Russia as the melting-pot of
the two great world cultures.

When the red morning dawned over Russia the weather-wise
promised a stormy day. The storms have come and gone. There is
left the afternoon of brightness and hope. For to-day the Russians
have found their freedom, come into the heritage of their own
country, after a journey that has lasted more than a thousand years.
They are free at last. And they shout aloud their joy of freedom to
the World by their readiness to die for it. They are nomads still in
soul, ever seeking new adventures and new horizons. And their
questing spirit is not afraid of the horizon of death because it knows
now that what it leaves behind is life, the life of happiness and
plenty, the life that holds the joy of work and difficulty, yet is still
living and not a burden.
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